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sweepers, R-boats and patrol vessels. They were taken to Harlingen and there disembarked, to resume their trek back on foot.
The men who came in a tornado of tanks and aircraft, the best equipped army that ever struck terror across the world, left like tramps and criminals. They were allowed ten horses and five carts for every 180 men, but only those with certified disabilities were permitted to ride. Two bicycles among every 500 men could be retained for the purposes of delivering messages. Thousands of bicycles and horses taken away from the Dutch were returned—I hope to the rightful owners. Because the Germans had been bottled up in such large numbers in Fortress Holland, we were privileged to see exodus scenes not reproduced anywhere else along the battle-front.
The crawling columns retained some semblance of discipline, but hardly troubled to march in step. Great restraint was shown by the Dutch population, who, like the inhabitants of Coventry on a famous occasion, turned their backs and ignored their late occupiers. It struck me that the Germans, though badly demoralised, were not in the deplorable condition ascribed to them by various writers after World War I. They looked well-fed, their uniforms were not ragged, and they usually had good boots.
At Den Helder every man was searched and stripped of loot before he stepped on board the evacuation craft, being allowed only one fountain-pen and one wristwatch. The piles of discarded property on the quayside and in warehouses included bicycles, sewing machines, furniture, radio sets, cases of gin, clothing, scent, and innumerable other things. Only once was there any trouble, when a German paratrooper angrily protested. A Canadian sentry fired a warning burst from his Sten gun into the water, promptly settling the matter.
Then I, too, left Holland, for Second Army headquarters at Luneberg, once more replacing Buckley.hment for Hitler to see his vaunted army, which, in its heyday, had swept to Warsaw in the East and the Atlantic shores in the West, during those last days in Holland—a conqueror's nightmare. The Germans marched to Den Helder, in the North Province, to be embarked in various German craft—trawlers, mine-acent non-smoker,tone Hoor thirty feet below, afterwards dying in hospital from his injuries. He thus emulated Goering and cheated allied justice.shed in 1945, to which I have also referred.  On the other hand
